THE AUTHOR PUTS  IN A WORD
How I came to write this book is in itself a
story in several chapters. I shall not pose
as the hero of any one of them. My escape
from the inferno which France had become
was lucky all round. I shall not boast of
wounds I have not received. I am content
to put in a personal word of explanation.
We had decided to remain in Paris as
long as possible, but to avoid falling into
German hands. Most of our friends had
already left. My wife and I passed a quiet
Sunday afternoon; I was writing an article,
still hoping against hope that next week's
issue of my journal would be able to appear.
Later in the day a friend came: he had been
at some important government office, he
said, and had just seen the last official bolt
the door. They were all gone; there was
nothing to do but to leave also.
We went out into the street. It was an
unusually quiet evening, and something
indescribably oppressive hung in the air;
fear. I had seen Paris in many an exciting
moment, and had always admired the calm